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years are past; and if it is not rude, allow me to inquire whether
you have seen our goblet elsewhere, or what it was that moved
you so intensely ?"

" 0 my lady/' said the old man, " pardon my foolish violence
and emotion; but ever since I crossed your threshold, I feel as
if I were no longer myself; every moment I forget that my head
is gray, that the hearts which loved me are dead. Your beauti-
ful daughter, who is now celebrating the gladdest day of her
existence, is so like a maiden whom I knew and adored in my
youth, that I could reckon it a miracle. Like, did I say ? No,
she is not like; it is she herself! In this house, too, I have
often been; and once I became acquainted with this cup in a
manner I shall not. forget." Here he told her his adventure.
"On the evening of that day," concluded he, "in the park, I
saw my loved one for the last time, as she was passing in her
coach. A rose fell from her bosom ; this I gathered; she her-
self was lost to me, for she proved faithless, and soon after
married."

" God in Heaven!" cried the lady, violently moved, and
starting up, " thou art not Ferdinand ?"

" It is my name," replied he.

" I am Francesca," said the lady.

They sprang forward to embrace, then started suddenly back.
Each viewed the other with investigating looks: both strove again
to evolve from the ruins of Time those lineaments which of old
they had known and loved in one another ; and as, in dark tem-
pestuous nights, amid the flight of black clouds, there are mo-
ments when solitary stars ambiguously twinkle forth, to disappear
next instant, so to these two was there shown now and then from
the eyes, from the brow and lips, the transitory gleam of some
well-known feature; and it seemed as if their Youth stood in the
distance, weeping smiles. He bowed down, and'kissed her hand,
while two big drops rolled from his eyes. They then embraced
each other cordially.

" Is thy wife dead ?" inquired she,

" I was never married," sobbed the other.

".Heavens !" cried she, wringing her hands, "then it is I
who have been faithless ! But no, not faithless. On returning
from the country, where I stayed two months, I heard from every
one, thy friends as well as mine, that thou wert long ago gone
home, and married in thy own country. They showed me the